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PARLOUR COMPANION. 


Tho’ thus confin’d, my agile thoughts may fly 
Through all the regions of variety. OT Way. 
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THE SHRUBBERY.—A Sketch. here on pain of your master’s displea- 
Continued. sure; these are hallowed grounds.” The 

As soon as the fair stranger was out/singularity of the speech, and the warmth 
of sight, Melmoth left the summer-|with which it was uttered, attracted the 
house, and turning down a dark walk on/notice of an elderly gentleman who was 
the other side, soon came to a little|sitting on a bench at a small distance, 
rocky cavity, overshadowed by the jand whom a sudden turn in the walk 
brown foliage of an oak, which grew atihad prevented him from seeing. From 
its entrance. A seat had been hewnjhis dress he appeared to be a clergyman. 
out of the reck on either side, and ajHe immediately rose up; as Melmoth 
spring, which gushed from a corner of jnow saw it was too late to retire, he 
the roof at the further end, trickled|walked up to him with a respectful air, 
down with a soft lulling sound, and/and acquainted him with his name and 
running directly across the floor, enter-)the particulars of his case, assuring him 
ed the rock at the opposite side. Mel-|that nothing but the greatest necessity 
moth sat down to indulge his reflections,could have urged him to trespass on his 
when a robin, which had been drawngrounds. ‘ You are welcome, sir,” said 
thither by the sound of his feet, hopped the stranger, with a look equally bene- 
confidently in, but when it saw him, it)volent and polite; * I have always heard 
flew immediately out again. “And willjyour family mentioned with esteem, and 
you fly from me, gentle bird?” said he,\I shall consider your company not as an 
bending down and stretching out his lintrusion, but as an honour.”” Melmoth 
hand, “though I am not the fair being'jreturned a bow for this compliment, and 
you took me for, I would not hurt you, |taking 2 brace of birds from his net, he 
indeed [I would not, I would cherish |begged his acceptance of them as a small 
vou for her sake.” As-.he said these Imark of his sense of the obligation. The 
words he rose up, and continued hisjold gentleman would have declined the 








| ramble till he arrived at an opening in/present, but Melmoth would not submit 
the wood, that presented him with ato a refusal, and they proceeded along 
distant view of the lake and its isle, the/the walk. “ You have a sweet spot 
colours of which were melted into eachihere, sir,” observed Melmoth. “ Yes, 
other by the soft light of the evening./sir,” replied the other, “I take great de. 
—— He had hardly fixed his eyes upon the/light in it, but it has received no orna- 
prospect, when his dog, which had been||ments from my taste, it owes all its 


he ranging the gardens, rushed across the|beauties to my daughter, who, “péor 
> walk in pursuit of some game which it}virl! since her mother’s death, has héen 
ar- | 


had just started; “ Comehither, sirrah!”!imy only companion in this solitude.” 
said Melmoth angrily, * violate nothing |The walk now brought them to asmall 
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THE PARLOUR COMPANION. 


meadow, planted with fruit trees, and/and on bended knees, he poured forth 
divided by the rivulet which Melmoth) the effusions of a grateful heart, with all 


had before observed. 
the village church rose on one side, and 
at the upper end rose an old brick house, 
the front of which was almost vegetable 
from the over-growth of the vine which 
coveredit. ‘ This is my dwelling, sir,” 
said the old gentleman, * it has not much 
elegance in its appearance, but—”—* It 
has more,” interrupted Melmoth, “ the 
venerable air of an old house affects me 
much more deeply than the flimsy ele- 
gance of a modern one. It seems to 
breathe something of that generous spirit 
of hospitality which characterized our 
ancestors, at least I have always con- 








nected that idea with it.” ‘They were] 
now arrived at the door, and Melmoth/ 
was shewn into a room fitted up with all 
great degree of taste. ‘The w alls were] 
hung with several flower pieces cut in| 
paper, and with drawings of different} 
views which the country around afford- | 
ed. The windows looked into the or-t 
chard. It was the hour of twilight’ | 
soberest grey: the bat was taking its) 
circles in the air, and now and then the 
owl hooted and flapped its wings against 
the casement. “ You live very retired 
here, sir,” said Melmoth; * Yes, sir,’ 

replied Mr. Elwin, for that was his 
name, * but my time is spent so agreea- 
bly, in the discharge of my duties to 
my parish, and in cultivating | my daugh- 
ter’s mind, that I do not feel the least 
regret at my seclusion from the world.” 

The door now opened, and his daughter] 
made her appearance. “Julia, my dear,” 

said her father, “ this gentleman intends! 
to honour us with his company to-night.” 
Melmoth rose at her entrance, and she 
received him with a modest look of 
welcome. They both sat down, and a 
silence ensued. Melmoth knew not what 
to do; when he looked up, his eyes met 
Julia’s, and he cast them down again. 
He was soon relieved from his distress 
by the appearance of supper, the elegant 
simplicity of which charmed him. When 
the clock struck ten, all the servants en- 
tered, The master of the family informed 


The steeple of) the honest fervor of devotion: 


(To be continued.) 
——-> +e 


SECLUSION. 


O! far from fortune’s tinsel state, 
And all the joys on wealth that wait 
Ye guardian pow’rs! my lot assign! 
But give me. in some humbler shade, 
To clasp some fond, pure-hearted maid, 
And call DOMESTIC PLEASURES mine. 


Thus *twas to heav’n’s paternal care, 
I breath’d my unambitious prayer, 

And, prostrate, sought a doom benign. 
I sought— and, lo! th’ assenting skies 
Bade thee, my JuLIA, instant rise, 

And make DOMESTIC PLEASURES mine. 


And now, your insect wings, ye gay! 
Ye flutterers thro’ life’s little day, 
Expan‘i—and boast your gaudy shine, 
Tis all in vain—I ask no more— 
In tare! view an ample store 
Of dear DOMESTIC PLEASURES mine 


—— + 
A SHETCH. 

In an cxamination of the characters of 
the sexes, it will be allowed by all, that 
the feelings of women are far more ex- 
quisite than those of men; and their sen- 
timents more exalted and refined. Tho’ 
| the severity, ill temper, neglect and per- 
fidy of men, often force women to have 
recourse to dissimulation, yet when they 
have noble characters to deal with, how 
sincere and ardent is their love! how 
delicate and solid their attachment !— 
woman is by no means so selfish a crea- 
ture as man. When a man loves, the 
object of his passion is himself—when a 
woman is enamoured of a man, she for- 


gets herself, the world, and all that it 


contains, and wishes only to exist for 
the object of her affection. How few 
men make any violent sacrifices to sen- 
timent! But how many women have 
sacrificed fortune and honours, to noble, 
pure, and disinterested motives !—A 
man mounts a breach; he braves danger, 
and obtains a victory—This is glorious 
and great—He has served his country; 
he has acquiredfame, preferment, rich- 





his guest that it was the hour of prayer, 





jes—wherever he appears, respect awaits 
him—crowds press forward to meet him 
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THE PARLOUR 


—and theatres receive him with bursts! 
of applause. His glory dies not withli 
him—History preserves his memory! 
from oblivion—that thought cheers his| 
dying hour; and his last words pronoun-| 
ced with feeble pleasure, are, “ I shall 
not all die.”’—A woman sends her hus-| 
band to the field of battle; she lived but 
in that husband—-her soul goes with him 
-—-she trembles for the dangers of the; 
sea; she trembles for the dangers of the| 
land; every billow that swells she think 
it to be his tomb: every ball that flies, | 
she imagines it directed against “ him’ 
—A brilliant capitol appears to her a 
dreary waste; her universe was her hus | 


band--and that husband’s life, her ter-jn 


rors tell her is in danger. Her days are) 
davs of sorrow—her nights are sleeple ss! 
nis ghts. The morning finds her immova-! 
ble, in the dignity and-composure of! 
grief; and w hen at night she seeks re-| 
pose—repose has fled her couch: The 
silent tear steals down her cheek, and 
wets her pillow; or if by chance exhaust-| 

ed nature finds an hour’s slumber, her 
fancy sickened by her distempere d soul,) 

sees in that sleep a bleeding lover; or) 
his mangled corse. 


4 


To ——, on the death of a friend. 


O stay thy tears! for they are blest, 
Whose days are past, whose toil is done; 
Here, midnight care disturbs our rest, 
Here, sorrow dims the noon day sun. 


For labouring virtue’s anxious toil, 









































COMPANION. 127 


The two great blessings of life are, 
in my opinion, health and good humour; 
land none contribute more to each other. 
Without health all will allow life to be 
but a burthen; and the several conditions 
of fortune, all wearisome, dull and joy- 
less, without good humour. Nor does 
any thing seem to contribute towards 
the true happiness of life, but as it serves 
to increase or preserve these treasures. 
Whatever other differences are com- 
{monly perceived or felt in the several 
‘conditions of fortune, none perhaps will 





all 
be found so true, or so great as W hat is 


caused by these two circumstances, in 
general, so little regarded in the com- 
mon course or pur suits of mortal men. 
From the Lady’s Literary Cabinet. 
TO LICEA. 
{ Imitated from Miss Porter. | 
If nought can charm thee, save bright eves, 
That beam the light of azure skies, 
And cheeks that emulate the rose, 
And lips o’er which the choral throws 
Its brightest red, and silken hair 
That waves o’er brows unknown to care; 
Oh! then are all my visions fled, 
And ev’ry hope ! cherish’d dead. 


But if those eyes that know no light, 

Save when thy presence cheers their sight; 
And cheeks that own no rose’s hue, 

But only glow when meeting yeu; 

If lips without the coral’s red, 

And care worn brows whence beauty’s fled, 
Could chase indiff’ rence from thy breast, 
Then hope revives, and I am blest. 


+ 


BEAUTY.—V Jn Extract. 





For patient sorrow’s stifled sigh, 
For faith that marks the conqueror’s spoil, 
Heav’n grants the recompence, to die. 


How blest are they, whose transient years 
Pass like an evening meteor’s flight; 

Nor dark with guilt, nor dim with tears; 
Whose course is short, unclouded, bright. 


O cheerless were our lengthen’d way, 
But heaven’s own light dispels the gloom; 


Those who adore or contemn beauty, 
ascribe too much or too little to the out- 
ward image of the Creator. It is un- 
doubtedly a gift, next to that of reason, 
the most rare that heaven has bestowed 
on mortals. Filato calls it “a human 
splendour, lovely in its own nature, and 
which hath the force to ravish the spirit 
with the eyes.” Beauty, indeed, claims 





Streams downward from eternal day, 
And casts a glory round the tomb. 


Then stay thy tears; the blest above 
Have hail’d a spirit’s heav’nly birth. 
Sung a new song of joy and love, 


And why should anguish reign op earth. 








respect wherever there are eyes, taste, 
and reason; nor has it any enemies but 
the blind and insensible. If the beauti- 
ful sometimes yield to vice and folly, it 
reflects not on the strength or power of 
their beauty, but on the weakness or 
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A place is!]Here she paused and wept. She recalled to mind 


, , ; 
not the less impregnable, because hy {her sad destiny, and felt no comfort but from the 
jhope that Mortimer stil! cherished her memory, 


makes it eure ender ol ity who shoul: and was constant to her idea, though the reality was 
have defended it. The fault is in the jlost to him forever. She continued wrapt in mourn- 


commander, and not in the citade|.//ful reverie until she was summoned to vespers, 


There are some, who, led away by a re hen she returned to ber cell she endeavoured te 


fa] kind £ wphiloson! : } jsleep, but an unusual gloom oppressed her, a painful 
aise rInc¢ S 4 . 7 4 Hf ‘ . . 
_ ' aol osopny, scrupie & ipresentiment of she knew not what misfortune. 


praise be auty, because it so soon passes IMorning came, and she repaired with her sister 

away. It is, Say thev, but a flower| nuns to the chapel. Before the ceremony began, 

which fades as soon as it is blown: a|/While the spectators were beginning to assemble 
« « N. is . ’ s< 


flower which the ind shakes, tl near the altar, the choral song was raised. Adelro- 
€ ich 1© WING SNna es, 1e SUD |\ga’s voice, marked by wild vet sweet sadness, was 


score hes, and the frost nips; a flower SO) higher than the rest, and she was prolonging a note 
delicate and tender, that without being) of peculiar harmony, when a loud groan drew her 
touched—without hav ing anv enemiss,| attention to the strangers who were in the chapel. 
- ee aa age PS ~ ‘She uttered a loud shriek, and fell fainting into the 
ar "y moment hinds its eages = its own tra farms of her companions They carried her from 
gility. Nevertheless, it is w orthy Ol} the confined gallery where she then was, to the open 
observation, that the stern Cato hela| part of the chapel; and Mortimer, for it was be who 


° 28 8 ° ° : P re. » orne P s 
beauty in so high estimation, that he|b#4 uttered the groan at the well known sound of 
y | Adelrosa’s voice, and whose appearance had caused 


was heard publicly to declare, * It is ne lher swoon, rushed from the place where he was 
less a crime to offend beauty , than t | standing, anc in the most frantic terms implored her 
rob a temple.” The charms of beauty} to awake. She opened her eyes, and turning them 
are neither to be purchased by artifice,|o" Mortimer, faintly uttered * Farewell! eo 
Se —a 2? jare constant, I die content: farewell!” then sunk 

nor possessed at will by \ anity—-Naturelinio his arms and soon after expired “ Ab! no, my 
affords them on purpose to delight the} love,” exclaimed the distracted Mortimer, “1 am 
eye, and to raise the mind towards h)n) net constant!” He said no more, but rushing wildly 
who is the fountain of all perfection from the chapel, flew to his lodgings, and firing one 
c.! oti the. 1 of ch. rat of his travelling pistols at his head, sunk lifeless on 
Counterfeit beauties fall off shameluil the ground. He had married on his return to Eng- 
n ihe estimation of all men—like thos ‘land, a woman whom he esteemed, though he still 
meteors, which after they have deceived)" secret loved none but Adetrosa Her idea per- 


eur eves for a w hile, by their suddet || petually haunted him. and he had come abroad, with 
: : 'his wife, ostensibly for the purpose of recovering 


vanishing cohvince us they were * bui his health, but really with the faint, and searcely to 


” A 7 : : 
vapour, himself, confessed, hope, of meeting by accident 


depravity of their minds. 





with his Adelrosa 

| Thus perished, by an untimely fate, Adelrosa de 
'Valmonte. the sacrifice of a ridiculous enthusiasm, 
and Mortimer Bentin, the unfortunate but highly 
criminal victim of romantic affection. 
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ADELROS‘’ DE VALMONTE, 
( Concluded.) 


In the meantime Adelrosa had taken the veil, but 
even the consciousness of doing her duty could not] 
save her from the horrors atttendant on the pros-|| 
pect of spending the remainder of her existence in) The celebrated Lady Montague, happening to fall 
hopeless solitude. long and mournful space of) at the Court of St. James, received the day after 
time had elapsed without the slightest variation in| her accident the following lines. 
her monotonons life, when a novice, who was on the}| 
following day to take the veil, seemed to promise)! 
some alleviation of her state. Adelrosa was yvoung,|| Who heedless laugh your little hours away, 
and still emineutly handsome, but regret for Morti-|! 
mer bad in some degree bhghted the rose of her; 
eheek. and illness had worn almost to a skeletow her 
once perfect form. Her health daily declined, and Th’ event of yesterday for prudence calls— 
at times her intellects seemed disordered by her|| Tig dangerous treading where Minerva falls, 
melancholy. The evening preceding the day on} 
which the novice was to burs herself in the cloister,| — — 


Aftelrosa sat at her window, moornfully watehing) *,* ‘THE PUBLICATION OFFICE of this work 


the waves of the Mediterranean tipped with the). ‘ me 
. P ee No. ~“d- > terms i 
red light of the setting sun. “As these waters,’ eaid||"* at No. 193, Lombard-street The terms of sub 


she, © are now sparkling with radiance, so were my \seription are thirty-seven and a half cents per guar- 
prospects once enlightened by hope; but all is past.”!/ter, payable in advance. 





Ye radiant fair! ye Hebes of the day, 


Let caution be your guide whene’er you sport 


Within the splendid precincts of a court; 




































